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had the privilege of meeting Haeckel, Sergi, and many other cele-
brated men whose work I had greatly admired, and the members of
the conference laid a wreath of remembrance at the foot of the
statue of Giordano Bruno, which stands in the Campo dei Fiori
on the spot where he was burned to death for heresy.
The authorities of the Vatican made a quite exaggerated bother
about this, and chose to regard the ceremony as an offensive
demonstration against the Church; though why they should have
done so was not clear, unless they still believed that heretics should
be burned at the stake. They ungraciously closed the galleries
of the Vatican during the sittings of the conference, lest its members
should defile them by their visits, thereby showing great discourtesy
to many distinguished visitors to the Italian capital.
When the conference was over I rejoined my American friends,
and together we did the sights of Rome. Among the things that
deeply Impressed us was the light of the moon on the ruins of the
ancient Coliseum:
Leaving that beautiful which still was so,
And making that which was not, till the place
Became religion, and the heart ran o'er
With silent worship of the great of old.1
The churches, with the exception of St. Peter's, were to me very
disappointing, partly, I think, because they had been spoiled by
cheap and tawdry ornamentation. The Vatican galleries provided,
of course, a priceless experience, but I was not in the least degree
impressed by the religious side of the Eternal City. If I wanted to
dissuade any friend of mine from joining the Catholic Church I
think that I should try to induce him to visit Rome; but I know
that Roman Catholicism both draws and satisfies many of the best
men and women in the world, and I never meet in the streets of
London the gracious sisters, who with sweet charity do its philan-
thropic work, without having for them a feeling of very deep respect.
My young companions affected not to be interested in religious
questions, and on more than one occasion they attempted to shock
me by what I took to be an American students' song, of which I
remember only these lines:
You must be a lover of the Lord, or you won't go to heaven when you die;
You must be a lover of your landlady's daughter, or you won't 'get a second
piece of pie.
1 Byron.